18                       The life and death

This froward deed, could fcarce my hart difmay,

Vertue (quod I) wil fee I mall not lacke:

And wel I wot Domini eft terra,

Befides my wit can guide me from a wrack.

Thus finding caufe, to fofter hye defire:

I clapt on coft (a help) for to afpire.

But foolilh man de<5l in my Pecocks plumes,
my wanton wil commaunded flrait my wit:
Yea, bramfick I, was, drunk with fancies fumes,
But, Nemo fine crimine viuit.
For he that findes, himfelf from vices free
I giue him leue, to throwe a ftone at me.

It helps my praife, that I my fault recite,

The loft fheep found, the feaft was made for ioy:

Euil fets out good, as far as black dooth white

The pure delight, is drayned from anoy.

But (that in cheef, which writers mould refpec"l)

trueth is the garde, that keepeth men vnchedl.

And for a trueth begilde with felf conceit,

I thought yat men would throwe rewards on me

But as a fifh, feld bites with out a baight,

So none vnforfl, men needs will hear or fee.

and begging futes, from dunghil thoughts proceed:

the mounting minde, had rather flerue in need.

Wel leaue I hear, of thriftles wil to write,
wit found my rents, agreed not with my charge:
The fweet of war, fung by the carpet knight,
In pofte hafte then fhipt me in Ventures Barge.
Thefe lufly lims, Saunce vfe (quod, I) will ruft:
That pitie were, for I to them muft truft